THE    MISSED    BUS

of his throat. With bursts of chuckling coming between
every word, he managed to say: "Dear old soul, they're
not talking about horses, they're talking about onions."
He summoned all within sight to a drink to my health.
I was greatly embarrassed, but I hope that I carried
it off.

I had had enough of this place, and wanted to get on.
"What about that bus you mentioned?" I enquired.

"There isn't another bus for two hours, and if you
wait for that you'll have to spend the last hour waiting
outside on the gravel," replied Aubrey, commiseratingly.

"But you said there was a bus!" I reminded him,
angrily.

"So there was," he said. "Didn't you hear it come up
and go away half an hour ago? Didn't you see those
two chaps in plus-fours rush out to catch it? As usual,
I suppose, you were deep in conversation."

It was one o'clock. My whole programme for the day
had been spoilt. There, on the floor in the corner, was
my knapsack, but there, outside, was the car. "Look
here," he said, "you'd much better come back to the
farm to lunch. I've got some fish on board, and, if you
really must, you can walk back to Winchester in the cool
of the evening and sleep at the 'God Begot.' "

Through my head there ran some rhymes which I had
written long ago and never printed, and which had a
refrain beginning "Sheep as a Lamb, Sheep as a Lamb."
"No more friends on this journey, I sincerely hope,"
was my next reflection; but aloud I said: "All right,
Aubrey, it won't make much difference, so long as